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And while she thus discharges a shrill peal
Of flashing airs, she qualifies their zeal
With the cool epode of a graver note,
Thus high, thus low, as if her silver throat
Would reach the brazen voice of war's hoarse bird;
Her little soul is ravished; and so poured
Into loose ecstasies, that she is placed
Above herself, music's enthusiast.
Shame now and anger mixed a double stain In the musician's face: "Yet once again (Mistress) I come; now reach a strain, my lute, Above her mock, or be for ever mute. Or tune a song of victory to me, Or to thyself sing thine own obsequy!" So said, his hands sprightly as fire he flings, And with a quavering coyness tastes the strings. The sweet-lipped sisters musically frighted, Singing their fears, are fearfully delighted: Trembling as when Apollo's golden hairs Are fanned and frizzled in the wanton airs Of his own breath, which married to his lyre Doth tune the spheres and make Heaven's self look higher. From this to that, from that to this he flies, Feels music's pulse in all her arteries, Caught in a net which there Apollo spreads, His fingers struggle with the vocal threads. Following those little rills, he sinks into A sea of Helicon; his hand does go Those parts of sweetness which with nectar drop, Softer than that which pants in Hebe's cup: The humorous strings expound his learned touch By various glosses; now they seem to grutch, And murmur in a buzzing din, then jingleRICHARD    GRASHAW                     169
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